The contention of the two famous TJoufes , 

Enter Clifford, and Warwicke offers to fight with hint , 

Hold ITarwicke , and feeke thee out fome other chafe. 

My fclfc will hunt this Deare to death. 

IVar . Braue Lotd,tis for a Crowne thou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day. 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Warwick^. 

Torke.Now Clifford, fince we are fingled hecrc alone. 

Be this the day of doomc to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immorcall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lane after. 

Cliffrrd . And heere 1 ftand,and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowing neuer to ftir,till thou or I be flaine. 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatefull houfe of Torke . 

Alarmes,and they fight, and Torke kits Clifford, 

Torke. Now Lane after fit fure.thy finewes fhrinke, 
Comefearefull Henry grouching on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Torke, 

Exit Torke, 

Alarmes,then enter young Clifford alone, 

Tong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight.fee where he breathlelfe lies, 

All ftneard and weltred in his lake-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of a!l Cumberlands true houfe, 

S weete father ,to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of Terkg , 

Nor neuer {hall I fieepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on his backs. 

And thus as old Anktfes fonne did bearc 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Grcekes, 

Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 

Enter 



Torke and LancaBer. 

Inter Richard, and then Chffordlayes dowtse his fat her, fight ts with 
him, rmd Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But i will after thee, and once againe 
(When I haue borne my father to his Tent) 
lie try my -fortune better with thee yet. 

1 Sxityong Clifford with his Father, 

t/flarmes againe, and then enter three orfoure, bearing the Duke 
of 'Buckingham wounded to his Tent i 

Alar me s ft ill, and then enter the King and Queene. 

Queene. Away my Lord, and flyeto London ftraight. 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, (land not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to London let vs haft, 
Andlummon vp a Parliament with fpeede. 

To Hop the fury ofthefe dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene , 

Alar me s, and then afiottrifh , and enter the Duke of 
Torke, Edward,and Richard. 

Torke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

Ihope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Sals bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

1 would not for the Ioffe of this right hand. 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng, 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes. 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe, , 

And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe, . 

And ftill he fought with courage gainft his foes. 

The bolded fpimed man that ere mine eyes beheld. 

Enter 



